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THE PLAIN O F  MAJORCA: 
T H E  ISLAND'S HEART 
THE BELIEF THAT LIFE FOLLOWS A DIFFERENT COURSE IN 
THE INTERIOR OF THE ISLAND IS SURELY TRUE. TIME HAS A 
DIFFERENT PACE IN THESE VILLAGES FAR FROM THE SEA. 
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ver since the days of the tourist 
boom, foreigners have flocked 
to Majorca in search of the sea. 
In summer, the coastal areas fill with 
visitors who are often impatient to sam- 
ple al1 that the island's beaches have to 
offer. For this reason it's sometimes 
hard to find any peace there, to dis- 
cover the unspoilt spots that stiil exist, 
places which the Majorcans are now 
anxious to recover. 
Majorca is also full of legends that 
speak of the land and the sea: tales the 
men te11 each other in an attempt to 
keep alive the names of the rocks, of 
each path, of the old houses. This ii the 
search for the words that make life 
clearer because they help us to recover 
the old stories; stories that grow and 
multiply and spread, especially in the 
heart of the island. 
The belief that life follows a different 
course in the interior of the island is 
surely twe. Time has a different pace in 
these viilages far from the sea, where 
stories are born. A pace which is slow 
like the conversations in the tavern in 
the square -each town has its square, 
with its church and its trees-, or like the 
work in the fields or the street celebra- 
tions. This is the island's hidden face, a 
reality completely different from that of 
the coast, where the days are marked by 
movement, parties and haste. The way 
of life of the men in the villages of the 
plain goes on practically unaffected by 
anything from outside. Small, closed 
worlds where traditions are repeated 
unchanged for centuries, where nature 
is not violated by the people who have 
made the work on the land the basis of 
their economy. Farming villages of 
some two or three thousand inhabi- 
tants, very often a home to which once 
in a while the young people who have 
moved away to the coast to work re- 
turn. Very few of the tourists who visit 
Majorca ever get to see these places. 
Discovering them can be an adventure, 
a reconstruction of some of the legends 
known to the people of Majorca. 
Right in the heart of the island, the 
geographical centre of Majorca, is the 
town of Sineu, a town with a long and 
prestigious history. Given by James 1 to 
Pere Martell, a wealthy merchant, after 
the conquest, it was for many years the 
centre of Majorcan rural life. It still 
conserves the remains of the castle built 
by James 11 at the beginning of the 14th 
century as a place to rest, where famous 
hunts were organised in the woods in 
the area. Today, only the buttresses and 
the occasional semi-circular archway re- 
main from the original buildings, the 
rest being relatively modern elements 
added when the building was made into 
a convent. The streets of Sineu are full 
of houses with large balconies and wide 
gateways, where the nobles making up 
the king's retinue stayed. Standing out 
amongst these buildings is the unmis- 
takable gothic church, a building from the 
beginning of the sixteenth century, be- 
side which is a sculpture in the form of 
the lion of Saint Mark, the town's pa- 
tron saint. Sineu is also the site of the 
celebration of one of the most firmly 
rooted Medieval representations. Every 
year, on Good Friday, an image of 
Christ on the cross is brought down 
from Calvari, a part of the town which 
is known by this name everywhere, 
following which there is a procession of 
religious images and brotherhoods. 
As in al1 the towns of the Majorcan 
interior, the fair at Sineu, a market 
which has been repeated unchanged 
since the Middle Ages, is known 
throughout the surrounding area. But 
on the 4th May the most important, the 
oldest, the most traditional is held, a 
farming market that attracts people 
from al1 the neighbouring villages: Llu- 
bí, Mana de la Salut, Muro, Sant Joan, 
Sencelles, Vilafranca de Bonany. 
Very few people who aren't local know 
the "des Racons" watchtower, the re- 
mains of a prehistoric construction pre- 
served at Llubí, or the Baroque bell- 
tower of the church of Maria de la 
Salut, a town which once belonged to 
Ramon Zaforteza, known as Count Evil 
because of his cruelty, or the fertile 
market gardens of Muro, which already 
existed in the days of the Arabs, or its 
Ethnological Museum, with, amongst 
other exhibits, a collection of the instru- 
ments which for centuries were used in 
traditional crafts, or the 14th century 
altarpiece by Joan Daurer, which can be 
seen in the parish church, or the crosses 
that mark the paths of the parish of 
Sencelles. 
Neither do they know the stories that 
men te11 from a desire to get closer to 
everything that makes up the world 
around them. They don't know the folk- 
songs that are sung at work, or the 
countless legends connected with the 
figure of Count Evil, a legendary char- 
acter par excellence, or the tales that 
relive the battles of Muro, "on the 
threshing floors", between the viceroy's 
men and the peasants who rebeíled in 
the 14th century, and the endless thread 
of miracles attributed to Sister Franci- 
naina Cire, the saint of Sencelles, sto- 
ries that mix magic and popular de- 
votion. The men of the plain speak of 
their world of old houses and narrow 
streets; there, far from the hustle and 
bustle, where life goes on untroubled. 
